A   BRASS   HAT   IN' NO   MAN'S   LAND
relief taking twelve hours to complete. I had sent
my orderly Hackett on ahead to open my kit and
get a bed ready. We arrive at 5 a.m., in billets, the
Colonel being obviously ill. He is over sixty. A bed
has been prepared by the doctor and everything else
is fairly comfortable for the old chap. * Where is
Hackett? Where is my bed and billet?5 I ask!
Starrettj my servant, arrives from the line, after me.
'Hackett is dead drunk/ he says, 'and your kit is
still in the store!3
Hackett went back to duty with his company next
morning. Four days later he went to sleep, while
on listening patrol in no man's land; and some
enterprising Germans came along and clubbed him
and two others over the head and took the lot of
them to Germany, where they spent the rest of the
war - wiser and no doubt more sober men!
The day comes for us to return to the line. The
doctor and I try to persuade the colonel, wrho has
been in bed all the time since our arrival in billets,
to remain out this tour. 'It's your only chance, Sir/
says the good medico, 'you should really be in
hospital now.5 'My duty, as you both know, is with
my battalion or away from it/ came the reply.
61 am not going away from it, so I must go with it!'
And he did! How Colonel Ormerod reached the
headquarter dugout in the trenches I do not know.
He rode a mile and walked eight hundred yards
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